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Author's Notes: 
A messed up fifty shades type drivel. 


There's one person | know will see this. 
Michelle, no. Please back out. 


Thanks. 


Till Lindemann. 
A name that made Eric Carr shiver. 


He tried to tell himself he wasn't obsessed with the man, but he was. 


He had met him at his job, and he had immediately wanted to be around him. 
He even quit his job and applied at where Till worked, after Till had offered a place at his job. 


He got in, and he was very irritated to find that he was on a trial period, and unless he officially got the job, 


he wouldn't be in the main offices. 

He was frustrated, but he complied, and sure enough, he got in 

His first day was the hardest. 

He's expected to see Till right then, but the tall, brooding man wasn't there. 
Eric asked around about him, trying not to appear strange. 

No one knew where the man was exactly. 


Eric worked for the first few days, hating it, until one day, the elevator made a bing sound, and Eric, as usual, 


didn't even look up now. 

He should have. 

He was aware of someone approaching him, and after a moment of staring at his screen, he looked up. 
His heart almost leapt into his throat. 

It was like a fangirl meeting her idol. 


He wanted to cry, to run away, yet he was utterly thrilled and wanted to scream and jump around like a 


cricket on meth. 
Tils handsome face held a look of surprise, "| remember you! Ehh.Eric? JA?" 


Eric shuddered at that deep German accent, and then nodded. "Uh..yea, I'm Eric. We met on Tuesday the 2nd of 
August. 


Till seemed shocked that he remembered the exact date. "JA! Is ist gut to see you here. How long have you 


been here?" 


"A few weeks." 


Till's expression changed, and Eric felt cold with dread. 
"Well, that was fast." 
Did Till know? Did he find out? Was he going to fire him? Was he going to think he was a creep? 


After a terrifying moment of silence Till spoke, "Well, we're glad to have you herel | hope things work out! 
Guten Tag." 


He shook Eric's hand and moved on, and Eric held his hand to his chest, hugging it. 

The German's cologne was deep with a musky tinge, yet sharp, like pepper or something.lt made Eric shiver. 
* * * 

Eric worked at his new job for a month, trying to nonchalantly get closer to Till 

He once saw a girl make eyes at Till in the workplace, and he felt angry and sad. 

He wasn't the type to threaten or kill off anyone (like weebs an their senpais lol) 

Maybe he could try to..takk to her? 

No, he'd just suffer. 

He sniffed quietly, contemplating what was wrong with himself. 

It was a Friday evening full of rain and wet leaves when he decided to follow Till home. 


He could have looked up his fancy mansion anywhere, but he just preferred his method. 


He would follow Till home for a week, then make a move. 

He was terrified and shaking when he actually made a move. 

It was early October, and the dusk was setting in, followed my the chill of night. 

The air smelled of damp leaves and pumpkin spice, and Eric hid his bike in the bushes. 
He snuck to side of the house, seeing a window open. 


Till left open a window? Odd. 


He climbed the side of the mansion until he reached the window, squeezing in and waiting for an alarm. 
None came. 

He was both scared and delighted. 

The house was amazing! 

He would just stay for a minute, then leave. Yea 


And he wouldn't do this again 


He would write Till a letter regarding his feelings then resign, and then hopefully go back to his other job. and 


pretend he never met Till. 

Besides, Till was flirting with Amber. The bitch. 

He wandered the halls, finding what he thought was Till's room. 

He slipped in, smiling at the huge bed and going to the walk in closet. 

He plucked one of Till's shirts off its padded hanger and held it close, inhaling the man's scent. 
He was deep in his little dream world when something roused him. 


He had not noticed the sound of the front door opening, and now someone was coming right towards his room.. 


BeforeHand 


Eric Carr worked at the local department store, which paid well. 
He was 22 and had dreams but he tried to be happy with his current lifestyle. 
Something changed that though, and that was when he met Till 


Things would never be the same. 


x 
Eric sighed, continuing to bag groceries. 


This job was so dull but it paid $7 an hour, and he usually worked 8 hours on Monday, Tuesday, Thursday, 
Friday and Sunday. 


Meaning he got around $280 per week 

It wasn't great but it paid the bills. 

He heard the automatic doors slide open, but he ignored them this time. 
He was in a bad mood, and he didn't want to greet anyone. 


However, a stern look from the cashier made him turn around and put on the biggest fake smile he could 


muster. 

"Welcome to Roses,” he mumbled, looking the person in the face. 

What he saw made his heart stop. 

He was staring up at a T foot bear of a man, with dark bluish silver hair and green eyes. 
He swallowed hard, blinking a few times. 

The man smiled, "Guten tag. Danke." 


German. 


Oh. 

OH, 

That just made Eric shiver. 

He had studies German in school. 

"JA." 

"Ich bin Till, und du?" the man asked. 

"Eric," Eric said, a lump forming in his throat. 

"Gut. | am glad to meet you, Eric. You know German quite well." 

Eric looked down, nodding, "I studied it in school." 

"Eric!" a voice called, and snapped the poor kid out of his haze. 

He turned back to Michelle at the cash register. 

She nodded to the people waiting for their groceries to be bagged. 
‘Oh-lm sorry," Eric sputtered, feeling bad. 

He was overly apologetic, always worried people hated him or were angry. 
‘lm so so sorry ma'am," he said to an old lady who stood waiting in line. 
He glanced back to say good bye to Till but the man was gone. 

* %* * 

Eric didn't see the mysterious German man again, however he thought of him every day. 
After two weeks, though, the man showed up again. 

Luckily, Eric was on break, so he didn’t get in trouble. 

| wanted to apologize for getting you into trouble when we met," Till said in his thick German accent, 


Eric's heart almost exploded. 


"Nein, that's okay! | was actually hoping we would meet again. " 
Till grinned, "Oh? JA, me as well to be honest. So how long have you been working here?" 
"Almost two years," Eric replied, chewing his lip. 


"Well, l'm a director over at the business institute. It pays more than you are probably getting, if you are 


ever interested" 
Eric nodded, "Really? Wow, thank you for the offer..l'll think about it" 


"Dat ist gut," Till smiled, "Guten tag." he said, and then headed on his way. 


Run 


And it was now that Eric was in his current situation, standing frozen in the man's house, holding one of Tills 


shirts, staring wide eyed at the door. 

Suddenly instinct kicked in and he dashed into the closet, hiding behind some clothes. 

He held his breath, pressing closer againat the wall. 

He saw Tills feet walk past, stop, rifle with a hanger, and then he turned and started back, right towards Eric. 
Eric closed his eyes, clinging to the shirt and awaiting his doom. 

Cathunk. 

He opened his eyes to see darkness. 


Till had left the walk in closet and closed the door. 


Eric breathed a sigh of relief. 


He waited a bit longer till he heard the bedroom door shut and Tills footsteps echoing down the hall before he 


slowly opened the closet door and slipped out. 

He opened the bedroom window and crawled out, just wanting to get out of there. 

He quietly slid down onto the trellis and climbed down, running over to his bike and getting on 

He peeled out if the driveway and went straight home, terrified and shocked about what he'd just done. 


He told himself he'd never do that again. 


But he never promised. 


* * * 


Till headed up the driveway from his car, looking at the neatly trimmed bushes with a satisfied nod. 


Odd. There seemed to be a bike hidden in the leaves. 


He excused it and went inside. 


Once in his room he slipped out of his work shirt and hung it up, closing the closet door and heading down the 


hall to the bathroom. 

After a moment he returned to his closet, feeling something off about it. 

He noticed an open window. Had he done that? And one of his shirts was laying crumpled on the floor. 
He hadn't worn that one today. 

Yet it lay crumpled upon the floor. 

He picked it up, smelling a familiar scent on it. 

This would not do. 

Not at all 


* eK 


Eric continued working at the institute, however he always became edgy or spooked when Till came around him. 
It was like he KNEW. 

Eric fought with the guilt for a whole week. 

And then he did it all over again. 

He was more careful this time. 

He would only stay a few minutes, hugging the same familiar shirt before hanging it again. 

He would lift the mans Cologne bottle, apply the tiniest amount to his arm, and out it carefully back. 

He would go to the bed and put his head against the pillow and just close his eyes. 

Then he would carefully straighten everything, and then slip out the window. 


This became an almost unhealthy obsession. 


* * * 

Eric didn't feel like going into work today. 

Till was going to be there and he still felt so bad about what he was doing. 

When he arrived Till was already there, and he swallowed hard walking stiff legged to his cubicle. 
"Guten tag, Eric," Till greeted, though his tone was somehow..different today. 


Unbeknownst to Eric, Till had gone home the night previously to discover that same shirt STILL wrinkled, with 


the familiar scent, and also a single, black strand of hair upon his pillow. 

This unnerved him, as he knew someone was going in his house. 

Thus, his mood was not pleasant as usual. 

"Are you okay?" Eric managed, trembling with nervousness and fatigue. 

Till frowned, "Nein. My house has been broken into." 

Eric feigned shock, "Really? That's awful!" 

Till eyed him before nodding, "JA, I'm thinking of setting a trap in case they return " 
Eric's heart sank 

"That's..probably a good idea. That's still terrible though. Was anything stolen?" 

"Nein. " 

"That's good. However I'm.sorry." 

The apology was almost too heartfelt, too personal, and Eric immediately turned to his computer. 
He could hardly concentrate on work that day. 

He couldn't go back, Till was setting a trap! 

He began suspecting when Till began asking questions. 


Where had Eric been on certain nights. 


Oh, out of curiosity. 
But Eric knew better. 


And he was afraid. 


And he had every reason to be. 


Very, very afraid 


Aftermath 


Author's Notes: 
Okay so this story was inspired by Bart Baker's parody of Hands To Myself. 


Since this is a "fifty shade" type book, this stories theme song is Hands to Myself kinda like love me like you 
do is fifty shades. 


P. S. I think | have a spanking fetish.. 


It was a week before Till mentioned his home again. 
Eric had asked if anything else had happened. 
"So far, no. It's as though they knew | would be waiting." 


Eric felt Tilts eyes boring into him, and the younger man continued to stare at his computer screen to avoid 


looking. 

| found that I'd left the bathroom window open, and thats apparently how they got in." 
"Did you close the bedroom window?" Eric mumbled, still staring at his screen 
"Bedroom?" Till asked, and Eric suddenly froze. 

"Bathroom, sorry. The window. Did you have it fixed?" 


"Nein.! locked it. However | think the culprit left something behind and | will be able to track them down with 
it" 


"That's great," Eric said, turning to fake a smile. 
Till nodded, "JA. However that will have to wait. l'm going to work overtime tonight. " 


Eric nodded again, "Okay." 


* * * 


Eric had told himself he'd never do it again. 


But if Till had something of his he had to get it first. 

He tried to recall missing anything as he climbed in the bedroom window. 
He searched the whole room and then went to the closet, opening it and looking at the floor. 
Wait... 

Till said he'd locked the window.. But it was open. 

It was too late. 

He straightened up, swallowing hard. 

"Are you looking for something?" 

It was Till. 

Eric stayed still, wondering if he could make a break for the window. 
Til's presence weighed heavily behind Eric, and he shivered. 


"| lied about having something that belonged to the culprit. 


| knew you'd come." Till continued. 

Eric blinked in the darkness, "You..were working over... 

"That was a lie as well. " 

Eric swallowed hard, taking a deep breath. 

'Im.sorry.." He whispered. 

Till grabbed him by the shoulders and spun him, flinging him against the wall. 
"Why have you been coming into my house?" He growled, grasping Eric's wrists. 


"What do you-" "Don't lie to me! | know you have been! You made the mistake of using my cologne. 


| recognised your scent on my shirt, and it was the same shirt that was on the floor the first time. 


You left a strand of hair on the bed, too. l'm not a fool." 


Now Eric just felt ashamed. 

"Just let me go an- and I'll never come back." He choked. 

"You're not going anywhere," Till hissed. 

"You..can't do anything to me.“ 

" you're in my home. | can do what | want. " 

Eric shivered. Was he going to call the cops? 

"Wh-what are you going to do.?" Eric whispered. 

"| could call the police." Till said casually. 

"Please don't." 

Till glanced down at Eric, "i beg your pardon?" 

"Please don't call." 

"Eric, you broke into my house, | just don't see what else | can do." 
"I haven't taken anything! | never broke in! The window was open! " 
Till remained silent for a moment. 

"Il do whatever you want, just please don't." 


Eric was crying now. 


"| suppose | could keep you here.. You'd make a nice slut! 

Eric gasped in horror. "B-but | thought- Amber." 

"That was a ploy. No one would work for a gay director.” 

Eric shook his head, "Just-l-let me go, please l-1 didnt mean any harm." 


Till half snarled half grinned, and that psychotic look put pure terror into Eric. 


Till grabbed Eric, flinging him on the bed. 

He slowly approached the bed, removing his shirt while he did. 

Eric backed against the headboard, terrified yet excited. 

He'd never seen this mans body. 

Tils white business shirt dropped to the floor, and despite his fear, Eric shivered with delight. 
That changed when Till leaped onto the bed, though. 

The huge man tried to bite Eric's neck, and Eric tried to squirm away, crying out. 
Till pressed his hand on Eric's face, yanking it to the side. 

He dug his teeth into Eric's flesh, and Eric sobbed. 

"Stop! That hurts! " 

Till ignored him, ripping at the boys hoodie and shirt. 

Eric kicked and struggled, and Till turned, straddling the boys hips, facing his legs. 
He pinned Eric that way while he yanked the younger man's jeans off. 

Eric kept struggling, pushing on the man's back. 

Till yanked off Eric's underwear, leaning over on one knee to flip him. 

Eric was utterly freaking out. 

He was obsessed with the man but..getting raped by him? 

Tills hand came down on the boys rear, very hard, and Eric gasped. 

"T-Tilll Stop it! Get of fl Please.” 

Till ignored him, and worked himself into a rage. 

He attacked Eric's flesh with his hand, hitting harder and faster than thought possible. 


Eric struggled against this, tears welling in his eyes. 


It hurt, it stung, he was scared. 
After two full minutes of this abuse, Till stopped, turning around and flipping Eric again. 
Eric was a crying mess. 


Till smiled that psychotic snarl/grin and unbuckled his belt, unzipping his pants and sliding his huge, 12 inch 


erection out. 

That's right, he was heavily aroused from punishing Eric, and this horrified the boy. 

Eric began struggling again, and Till straddled his chest, pinning him down 

He lifted the boys head a bit, and then shoved his erection into his mouth. 

Eric choked, trying his best to escape. 

It was no use. 

Till began thrusting, hard, and Eric jerked his head, whimpering. 

After a moment Till seemed to realize this was quite cruel, and pulled out, breathing heavily. 

He ran his thumb over Eric's lips, leaning down to lick them slowly before pressing his own lips to them. 
Eric trembled, from fear, shock and the abuse. 

He let Till kiss him, actually finding comfort in this. 

The gentleness was short lived. 

Till began biting him, his neck, his shoulders. 

He moved down, grasping Eric's ankles and yanking his legs up. 

He held them with one hand, and with the other he guided his own erection to circle the boys entrance. 
Eric gasped in horror. 

"N-nol" He choked. 


Till stopped, releasing his erection, which bounced slightly. 


He yanked Eric's legs apart, sliding up through them until he was inches from Eric's face. 
He moved himself over the boy, until he was straddling his neck. 

Eric shook his head, "Please, no..please! I'm n-not ready for this," he choked. 

Till wasn't a complete monster. 

He pet Eric's hair, shushing him. 

He coaxed his member against Eric's lips, continuing to shush him. 

Eric knew he couldn't get out of it, but at least Till was being gentle. 

He slowly opened his mouth, letting Till in. 

Till slowly pushed in, opting to push against Eric's cheek instead of going down his throat. 
"JA." Till hissed, "That's it." 

Eric sniffed a bit, looking up at him. 

Till's expression had become softer. 

"You're mine now," he whispered, still thrusting. 

I'm your daddy..now get it nice and ready so it doesnt hurt you." 

Eric was still scared, but somehow he knew he could trust Till. 

After a moment, Till pulled out with a grunt, sliding down enough to lift Eric's legs again 
He pulled back and then pushed in, reaching to quiet Eric by sticking his thumb in the younger man's mouth. 
Eric bit his thumb a bit as he winced. 

He shook his head, "I-its too b-" Till silenced him, pushing his thumb in further. 

He rocked into Eric, only half in when he stopped. 


He ground into him, already about to blow. 


He released inside him, letting out a groan. 

"Gut boy.hmmmmmm.gut boy." He pulled his hand back and pet Eric's hair. 

Eric was trembling and shaking. 

Till slid off of the bed, tossing his pants and coming back. 

He slid behind Eric and pulled him close. 

The boy shuddered a bit, and Till shushed him. 

"The punishment is over. | didn't want to scare you.." 

Eric sniffed. 

Till rolled the boy so he could see him. 

"Shhhh... Don't be afraid. " 

''m-s-sorry," Eric whimpered, tears rolling down his cheeks. "l-didnt mean any-any harm.. 
| know you didn't. Shhhhhhhhh.." 

"l-Im not a bad person | swear l-l just. saw you and th-then | just. don't k-know what happened to me!" 
Eric continued to cry, and Till rubbed his back slowly. 


He reached over to the dresser and picked up a bottle of lotion, squirting some into his palm and rubbing it 


around to heat it before reaching down and working it into Eric's sore skin. 
Eric shivered as the lotion stung at first, and then it felt better. 

Till slid his hand around and nudged the boy's member, and Eric gasped. 
"Shhhhhh, just stay still." 

He slowly rubbed and stroked him, and Eric began to quiver. 

He'd never cum by someone else, and it felt.so different yet so good. 


In seconds he was cumming into Till's hand, mewling as the man squeezed it out of him. 


He could get used to this.. 


5 


Eric opened his eyes, groaning. 

He was sore, and this bed was weird. 

He sat up, looking around the room, confused at first. 

Then he remembered. 

Till. 

The man was nowhere in sight, and Eric quickly got up, falling down again. 
"That hurt?" 


Till's voice followed the loud thump from Eric, and Eric slowly pulled himself up to peek over the bed 


Till stood in the doorway, smirking. 

"Duh," Eric mumbled. 

"Gut. You deserved that," Till continued, walking over and sitting on the bed. 
He leaned over to peer at Eric, and then he grinned. 

"So.my little slut." He purred, and Eric growled a bit. 

"Come come now, why the sudden distaste? " 

Eric frowned, shaking his head. 

Till pulled Eric's face up a bit and stared at him, and poor little Eric shivered. 
The older man leaned in a bit more, waiting, seeing if Eric would close the distance. 
He did. 

Eric leaned up and kissed him, and Till dragged him onto the bed with a growl. 


"You're not getting away this time." 


The words made Eric shiver. 

Till grinned again, petting Eric's hair a bit. 

He ran a strong, calloused hand up the boy's leg, squeezing his thigh. 

His fingertips brushed Eric's member, and slowly ran up its length to rub the tip. 

Eric squirmed a bit, already wet. 

To spite him, Till pulled away, getting off the bed and going to his closet to get dressed. 
Eric whined at the tease, and then got up to gather his clothes. 

* eK 

Eric ignored Till most of the day at work, dreading closing time. 

When it was time to leave, he slowly inched towards the elevator, hoping to leave before Till got there. 
But he didn't. 

Till slipped into the elevator with a dark grin. 


"Mind if | join you?" 


